m 


I 


111 

if 


Purple 
Parrot 


of  W2T 


H  25 


H 


Crnti! 


[Inspecting  and  ad: 


a 


Speaking  of  fine  tobaccos — Hare  a  Camel! 


» 


A  NICETY  of  blending,  a  friendly 
cordiality  of  flavor,  an  inherent 
goodness  that  thrills  from  the  first 
puff  to  the  last  —  that's  Camels. 
The  warmth  of  golden  sunlight  on 
autumn  fields  gleams  in  their  smoke. 
Camels  are  an  expression  of  all 
that  is  the  finest. 

Camel  quality  and  Camel  ex- 
cellence are  recognized  wherever 
smokers  gather.  The  best  of 
Turkish  and  Domestic  tobaccos  are 


blended  in  this  famous  cigarette. 
For  this  reason  Camels  have  con- 
sistent goodness.  For  this  reason 
they  never  tire  the  taste,  no  matter 
how  liberally  you  smoke  them; 
never  leave  a  cigaretty  after-taste. 
And  wherever  experienced  smok- 
ers gather,  wherever  the  conversa- 
tion turns  to  tobacco  —  to  the 
world's  best  —  someone  is  sure  to 
say:  "Speaking  of  fine  tobaccos 
.   .   .  Have  a  Camel!" 


R.    J.    REYNOLDS    TOBACCO    COMPANY,    WINSTON-SALEM,    N.  C. 
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JnllS  FAITH  unconquerable,  his  passion  for 
work  irresistible,  his  accomplishment  not  sur- 
passed  in  the  annals  of  invention,  Thomas 
Alva  Edison  has  achieved  far  more  than  man- 
kind can  ever  appreciate.  February  eleventh  is 
the  eightieth  anniversary  of  his  birth. 

Wherever  electricity  is  used — in  homes,  in  busi- 
ness, in  industry — there  are  hearts  that  are  con- 
sciously grateful,  that  humbly  pay  him  homage. 


<?^ 


GENERAL  ELECTRIC 


^q) 


:   STUDENTS 

;    SECOND    CLASS    MATTER, 


to 


E  announce  the  re-opening 

of  the   Orrington   Beauty 

Salon  in  connection  with 

the  Orrington  Hotel  Barber 

Shop  —  under  the  personal 

supervision  of  s-, 


zJlLisA  hectic  S 


u&man 

formerly  of  the  Daniel  Gans 
Hair  Shop.  This  ,barber  and 
beauty  shop  employs  the  most 
modern  method  in  hair  cutting 
and  hair  waving. 

Specializing  in  the  new 
Swirl  Bob 


Gtfie 

Orrington 


BARBER  &  BEAUTY  SHOP 


UNIVERSITY  8700 
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Another  Opportunist 

Motorist:    I  am  exceedingly  sorry  I  killed  your  dog, 
madam.   Will  you  allow  me  to  replace  him? 
Miss  Oldun:   Oh,  sir!   This  is  so  sudden! 

— Barnard  Barnacle 

Mistress:    Dinah,   how  do  you  crimp  your  pies  so 
nicely? 

Dinah:    Why  ma'am  that's  easy  I  jes  uses  my  false 
teeth. 

— Whirlwind 


Have  you  all  read  "Finis1"    It's  the  last  word  in 
books. 

— Humbug 

Boy:   Were  you  on  the  ark  with  Noah1 

Grandpap:   No  sonny. 

Boy:   Then  why  weren't  you  drowned? 

— Frivol 

Judge:   What  is  your  business?" 
Prisoner:    "I  am  a  locksmith,  yer  honor." 
Judge:    "Well,  what  were  you  doing  when  the  place 
was  raided?" 

Prisoner:    "I  was  making  a  bolt  for  the  door." 

— Medley 


■ 

ANNOUNCING    A    FULL 
LINE    OF    FRATERNITY 
AND  SORORITY  CREST 

STATIONERY 

ALSO  NORTHWESTERN 

UNIVERSITY  SEAL 

STATIONERY 

The  Store   With 
The  Qatnpus  ^Atmosphere 

Chandler's 

A      * /bunta.in.   Square  «•      A 
*T      EVAN    STON       Y 
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Getting  Down  to  Things 

Our  heart  goes  out  to  the  man  who  joined  the  navy 
to  see  the  world  and  then  spent  four  years  in  a  sub- 
marine. 

— Gargoyle 

Prof:   When  did  Milton  write  "Paradise  Lost1" 
Back  Row  Wit :    When  his  wife  returned  home  from 
her  summer  vacation. 

— Royal  Gaboon 


He  (at  the  cotillion):    Shall  we  polka-mazurka1 
She:   That's  no  mazurka;  that's  a  chaperone. 

— Stanford  Chaparral 

"Fourth  down  and  twenty  to  go,"  joyfully  cried  the 
suicide,  as  he  passed  the  twentieth  story  on  the  way 
down. 

— Sniper 

He  came  home  and,  as  they  say  in  the  movies,  found 
his  wife  sewing  a  tiny  garment. 

"My  dear,  my  dear,"  he  cried. 

"Don't  be  silly,"  she  replied.  "This  is  my  new  din- 
ner gown." 

— Exchange 


Introducing  — 
The  "Varsity  Approved" 
A  Stratford  Suit 


Designed  by  five  leading 
College  Clothiers 


A  N  entirely  new  col- 
4*-  legiate  model,  and 
approved  by  the  fashion 
dictators  of  Ann  Arbor, 
Champaign,  Iowa  City, 
Ithaca,  and  Madison. 
One  of  the  new  Spring 
styles  in  the  Stratford 
line  — 


$45 


$50 


ROSENBERG'S 


FOUR-PIECE 

SPORTS  SUITS 

FIFTY- FIVE  DOLLARS 

AND  MORE 
TAILORED    TO  MEASURE 


^S^" 


IF  YOU  CONSIDER  THE  ADVANTAGES  WHICH  ACCRUE  FROM 
AN  EARLY  SURVEY  OF  THE  NEWEST  IDEAS  IN  CLOTHES 
AND  HABERDASHERY,  IT  WILL  BE  WELL  FOR  YOU  TO 
KNOW  THAT  FINCH  LEY  HAS  OBTAINED  EXTRAORDINARY 
DISTINCTION \IN  THE  DEVELOPMENT  OF  VARIOUS  ARTICLES 
OF  APPAREL  DESIGNED  FOR  COLLEGIAN  USAGE  FOR  SPRING. 


Fifth  Avenue  at  46th  Street,  New  York 
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BANK:  ta 

City  National  Bank     .  .  .... 

BARBER  SHOP: 

Orrington  Hotel  

CAFE: 

Chambers  Cafe 

CAFETERIAS: 

North  Shore  Coffee  Shop 

Women's  Exchange 

CHURCH: 

St.  Luke's  Parish 

CONFECTIONERS : 

Stephen  S.  Whitman  &  Son 

DEPARTMENT  STORE : 

Rosenberg's 

ELECTRIC: 

General  Electric  Company 

Western  Electric  Company 

FLORISTS: 

Fischer  Brothers 

London's  Flower  Shop 

MEN'S  FURNISHINGS: 

E.  S.  Ehmen . 

Finchley 

Rexford  &  Kelder Inside  Back  Co 


OPTICIANS:  page 

Aimer  Coe  &  Company 26 

Hattstrom  &  Sanders 4 

PHOTOGRAPHER : 

Joseph  D.  Toloff  Studio 4 

PRINTING: 

E.  L.  Kappelman 26 

PUBLICATIONS: 

College  Humor 28 

Vanity  Fair 6 

SHOES: 

H.  A.  Meyer  Shoe  Company 32 

STATIONERY: 

Chandler's 2 

TIRES: 

Kelly-Springfield  Tire  Company 32 

TOBACCO: 

Camel  Cigarettes Inside  Front  Cover 

Lucky  Strike  Cigarettes Back  Cover 

Prince  Albert 30 

TRAVEL: 

French  Line 29 

WOMEN'S  CLOTHING: 


J.  D.  Tolofp 

Official  'Photographer 
for  "The  Syllabus" 

A  Toloff  Special  Photograph 

Fop  $5.00 

Makes  A  Beautiful  Gift 

Do  Mot  Forfiet  STUDIO  518 

the  Time  Limit  ■^_._i_    ^*„«._* 

on  Junior  and  D^VIS    StPCCt 

Organization  . ,    .        _«__ 

Pictures  Univ.  2178 
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Campus  Cuts 

The  modern  co-ed  is  denned  as  one  who  has  a  shot- 
gun in  her  hopechest. 

— Blue  Bucket 

A  couple  of  flappers  pooled  their  spending  money  to 
buy  a  book  advertised  in  the  newspaper  as  "What  a 
Young  Lady  Should  Know  Before  Marriage." 

The  book  arrived — "100  Cooking  Recipes." 

— Fliegende  Blaetter 

Inebriate:   Shay  offisher,  where's  the  other  side  of 
the  street? 
Officer:   Over  there. 

Inebriate:  S'funny.  The  offisher  over  there  told  me 
it  was  over  here. 

— Belle  Hop 


^oiynnnyuiN  [  m  ir|  aeja  | 


Kit:   How  do  you  like  my  new  galoshes" 
Kat:   My  dear,  they're  immense. 


-Jester 


"I'll  give  you  fifty  cents  if  you'll  wash  your  face," 
said  the  college  professor  to  his  small  son. 

"Keep  it  and  get  a  hair  cut,"  was  the  young  hope- 
ful's reply. 

— Cougars'  Paiv 

He:   Would  you  marry  a  man  who  lied  to  you?" 
She:    "You  don't  think  I  want  to  be  an  old  maid,  do 
you?" 

— Rutgers  Chanticleer 

Mrs.  Corson's  crossing  the  Channel  although  the 
mother  of  two  children  is  no  great  feat  when  we  realize 
that  Washington  crossed  the  Delaware  just  before  he 
became  the  Father  of  His  Country. 

— Jester 


Some  students  graduate   with   Cu 
don't  even  know  he's  in  the  class. 


Laude,   others 


Slowly  he  drew  away  from  her.  His  arms  dropped 
from  about  her  and  were  quiet  at  his  side.  Suddenly 
his  hands  fixed  themselves  into  a  death-clutch  on  the 
divan.  She  looked  at  him  in  surprise.  Such  a  sudden 
change.  He  shook  all  over  (the  divan).  His  eyes 
bulged.  His  breath  came  in  gasps.  His  scalp  moved 
as  though  trying  to  crawl  under  his  collar.  His  color 
faded  and  then  came  back  with  a  roar.  He  shuddered 
Slowly  he  relaxed,  a  peaceful  expression  on  his  face. 
He  was  silent  for  a  moment.  Then  he  arose,  once  more 
a  man.  She  looked  at  him  wondering  for  she  had 
never  seen  a  man  act  thus  before.   She  remained  silent. 

"At  last!"  he  cried.    "I  have  succeeded  in  yawning 

with  my  mouth  closed."  r     ,  ~  , 

— Jack-U-lantern 


HIE     YOURSELF 
TO  THE 

COFFEE 
SHOP 

Chicago  Avenue  at  Davis 

FOR  A  REALLY  GOOD  MEAL 
OF   YOUR   OWN   SELECTION 

Self  Service  Operated  by  the 

North  Shore 
Hotel 


Sap 
It  With 

FISCHER 
BROTHERS 

614-616  DEMPSTER  STREET 
Tel.  University  1746-1747 
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Does  Mush  Fiction  Bore  You? 


TTAVE  you  a  hate  on  the  happy 
-*-  -A  ending?  Have  you  convictions  on 
style?  Does  the  talk  go  on  until  the 
small  hours  of  the  morning  in  your 
rooms  about  how  to  write? 

Then  you  will  like  Vanity  Fair. 

Celebrated  satirists  and  essayists  write 
for  Vanity  Fair,  unhampered  by  having 
to  cater  to  a  million  G-6  intelli- 
gences. Masters  of  the  art  of  impression 
—  such  as  Paul  Morand,  Ferenc  Mol- 
nar,  Sherwood  Anderson  —  contribute 
stretches  of  jeweled  language.  The 
younger  poets  are  in  its  pages  —  first. 


Every  Issue  Contains 

Theatres :  Stars  in  their  *£uslc :  Classical .  < 

ascendant,    comedy    in  phone,--- 

its  glory.     The  seasoi 

successes,      and      wh>. 

Special  photographs.  tographs. 

_„...   T  .,       „,.     .  Art:   New  schools  and 

Night  Life:  Whatever  how      to      rate      tnem 

is  new  among  the  crowd  Sound  work  and  how  to" 

who  regard  the  dawn  as  appreciate  it.     Exhibits 

3    come  an5  masterpieces. 


Sports :    News    of 


Golf:    Taken   seriously  quet   and   putter. 

by    experts.        Bernard  teur    and    professional 

Darwin,  regularly.  How  turf     and     track 

to  break  ninety.    With  those  who  lead  the  field 

photographs. 

Letters:  New  i^mvi^s 

Movies:      Hollywood's  and  satirists.     Brilliant 

high  lights.     The  art  of  fooling.      Lions    photo- 

the    movies  —  if    any.  graphed   with  their 


By 


refinements.       How    to  rope  and  America.    Sa- 

get  that  last  trick.   Fos-  Ions  and  shows.    Many 

ter  writing.  pictures. 

Fashions:    The    mode  World     Affairs:      The 

for  men  who  consider  it  field  of  politics,  foreign 

self-respecting      to      be  and  domestic.  Intimate 

well-groomed.     College  sketches     of     pilots     of 


There's  No  Better  Way 
to  Keep  Up 

VANITY  FAIR  lives  in  the  World  affairs  are  also  covered, 
midst  of  Art  and  Life.  Sports  are  chronicled — particu- 
Whatever  is  new  in  any  of  the  lar  attention  is  paid  to  golf, 
arts — literature,  music,  sculp-  Bridge  is  discussed  in  its  most 
ture,  painting,  the  drama,  the  intricate  technicalities  by  ex- 
movies  —  gravitates  naturally  perts. 
into  Vanity  Fair's  pages.  Qothes  as  wom  by  gendemen 

Whenever  there  is  a  new  tech-  in     London     and    New     York 

nique,  a  new  trend  of  thought,  are     reviewed  —  considerable 

a  new  school  of  brilliant  young  space  being  devoted  to  the  best 

rebels,  it  is  noted,  weighed,  and  type  of  thing  worn  in  leading    y 

measured  in    the  pages  of  the  colleges.      News    of   the     y" 

current  Vanity  Fair.  nightclubs  appears.         / 


Special  Offer 

6  Issues  of  Vanity  Fair  $1 


\?"c<^ 


subscribers  only 


Sign,  tear  off  and  mail  the  coupon  now 


Sr^ 


t  .'<*&* 
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SORRY.  FOLKS,  BUT  I  WAS  UNAVOIDABLY  DELAYED  ! 


THE    FREEDOM    OF    THE    SEIZE! 


/Vc  eighl 


Volume  VII, 


FEBRUARY  (Early  March)  1927 


Number  5 


HOW  THEY  BEGAN 
(ORIGINS  OF  FAMOUS  JOKES) 


Scene:   Prehistoric  Forest — 

Enter   two  monkeys,   swinging   from   tree   to   tree. 

First  Monkey :   Hey,  who  was  that  lady  1  seen  you 
with7 

Second  Simian:   That  wasn't  no  lady,  that  was  my 

wife! 

-K- 

Scene:    The  Ark — 

Shem  and  Ham  are  down   in  the  cellar  watching 
Noah  bestow  paternal  affection  upon  the  last  pair  of 
Dry  Martinis  aboard.    Shem  switches  off  the  lights. 
Ham:   Hey,  where's  Pop1 
Shem  (killingly) :    In  the  dark! 

-*- 
King  Tut  and  Methusaleh  were  hard  at  work  on 
their  new  magazine.    It  was  to  be  the  first  number  of 
"Wit  of  the  Day:"  they  were  sorting  out  the  material. 
"Ho,  this  is  rich,"  burst  out  King  Tut,  listen — 
"First  Egyptian:  Why  do  gentlemen  prefer  blondes1 
Second  Egyptian:   Easy,  Because  they  get  dir-" 
"No,"  interrupted  Methusaleh,  thoughtfully,   "I'm 
afraid  we  can't  use  that.    It's  too  old. 


Scene:  Rome,  Burning — 

Two  slaves  stand  by,  watching  Nero  fiddle. 

First  Slave:   My  word,   but  he's  an  accomplished 
musician. 


Second  Slave:   You  said  it!   Why  when  he  was  only 
two  years  old  he  played  on  the  linoleum. 


Scene:  Camelot — 

Lancelot  and  Gawaine  are  whiling  away  the  time 
rescuing  fair  ladies  while  waiting  for  the  tournament  to 

start. 


Lancelot:  You  know,  I've  often  wondered  why  they 
call  these  the  dark  ages. 

Gawaine  (brightly) :  Why  because  there  are  so  many 
knights. 

(A  few  seconds  later,  Lancelot  is  seen  extracting  his 
battle-ax  from  Gawaine's  neck) 


Scene:   Cleopatra's  palace  on  the  Nile — 

Cleo  and  Marc  are  engaged  in  a  little  petting  party. 

Cleo:  By  the  way,  Marc,  d'you  know  what'sa  dif- 
ference between  a  parlor  and  a  bathtub? 

Marc:   No,  I  Dunno. 

Cleo:  You  don't,  huh1  Well  ya  don't  catch  me  in- 
vitin'  you  around  here  again  so  soon. 


BOY,  THE  DUSTER 

The  editor  backed  by  the  mobilized  staff  Their  labor  was  hard,  their  questing  was  long 


Set  out  in  search  of  a  crack 
That  icas  fresh  and  new  and  would  make  one  laugh 
The  distance  to  hell  and  back. 


In  heaps  of  humorous  lore, 
But  narry  a  one  could  they  spot  in  the  throng 
That  hadn't  been  run  once  before. 
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FULL  TROUSERS 
ARE  ALSO   THE 
COLLEG-E 
MAN'S 
CHOICE 


GERMAN 

PROFESSOR  \^ 

SHOWN    AT    RIGHT, 
AFFIRMS     THIS- 


777pp7T 


The  romance  is  ended  when  the  bride  says  "Why 
don't  you  ever  bring  me  candy  in  a  box  any  more?" 


Prof,  in  Baby  English:  How  would  you  punctuate  this 
sentence?     "I  see  Jane  a  pretty  girl". 

Some  dumb  Delt:    I'd  make  a  dash  after  Jane. 


Don't  you  think  that  little  conductor  is  a  brave  man1 
Why? 

He  just  told  that  big  rough   looking  man  where   to 
set  off. 


Mangled  and  crushed,  the  dead  bodies  lay  all  about 
him.  Some  of  the  dying  were  raising  their  legs  con- 
vulsively in  their  death  agony,  while  others  dragged 
their  stiffening  bodies  about  in  excruciating  torment, 
seeking  to  find  a  quiet  corner  in  which  to  crawl  off  and 
die.  Here  was  one  on  his  back,  writhing  in  pain  and 
rocking  from  side  to  side,  waiting  only  for  a  merciful 
death  to  release  him  from  this  horrible  torture.  An- 
other bloody  and  revoltingly  gashed  open  lay  quivering 
in  his  own  sore.  On  this  side  was  one,  shrivelled  like  a 
round  ball,  with  limbs  so  grotesquely  deformed,  joints 
so  distended,  and  body  so  rigid  that  a  shove  of  one's 
foot  would  roll  him  over  several  times.  Good  God,  how 
could  this  unfeeling  wretch  here  actually  be  whistling, 
impervious  to  these  gruesome  spectacles?  He  stopped 
for  a  moment  and  looked  about  him. 

"Well,"  he  murmured,  "after  I've  swatted  that  one 
on  the  window-sill,  I  guess  we'll  be  about  rid  of  these 
filthy   flies." 

B.  A.  W. 


According  to  the  late  Wilfred  O.  Cross,  these  are  the 
three  things  necessary  for  the  adventurous  lad  who 
intends  entering  Illinois. 

One.  (only)  Pajamas. 

Two.  Bales  of  hay. 

Three.  A  good  taste  for  bad  liquor. 
— H- 

How  do  you  like  my  red  dress? 

It's  terrible.   You  would  look  much  better  without  it . 

-M- 

FABLE 
Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  coed  who  didn't  know- 
that  when  she  crossed  her  legs,   her  skirt  was  three 
inches  above  her  knees. 


CUT   AT    LEFT 
SHOWS  THE  THREE- 
BUTTON    SACK 
WITH  EA5Y  DRAPE* 
WHICH    UNIVERSITY 
MEN    ARE 
NOW    WEARING- 


Dunt:    Why  is  an  elephant  like  a  peanut  stand? 
Esk:   Because  neither  of  them  can  ride  a  bicycle. 

-B- 
Mr.  Kelly  reports  the  following  sign  on  the  back  of  a 
Japanese  Flivver: 

"WILD  TOGO". 
-K- 
My  girl  has  one  more  ambition.    She  wants  to  meet 
a  big  sprout  man  from  Brussels. 
-M- 
The  plan  for  the  women  entrants  in  the  Catalina 
Island  swim  to   wear  no  suits  was  opposed  by  the 
W.  C.  T.  U.    Well,  if  the  swimming  suits  contain  too 
much  cloth,  why  don't  the  girls  compromise  with  the 
W.  C.  T.  U.  and  wear  evening  gowns1 
-K- 

Customer :   How's  business  ? 
Egg  Dealer:    Rotten. 
-M— 
Bologna  for  lunch  today 
Is  sliced  by  Missus  Phrills. 

She  says  she'll  buy  her  spouse  some  gifts 
And  he  won't  get  the  bills. 
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CLASSIFIED  ADS! 

Will  party  who  was  seen  throwing  basketball  in 
basket  at  Gym  Friday  afternoon  please  see  Maury 
Kent  at  Athletic  Office  Tuesday  noon. 

Lost:  Collie  pup,  pet  of  wife  with  four  white  feet, 
many  marks  across  nose  and  a  brown  scar  across  the 
back.    Phone  — . 

-M- 

Will  trade:  A  Boston  Bull,  easy  to  keep,  will  eat 
anything,  is  very  fond  of  children. 
K- 
A  man,  for  posing,  also  for  washing  studio  windows, 
with  a  Roman  nose. 

-w 

Nice,  clean  rooms  with  lovely  view  and  semi-private 
shower  bath  within  easy  walking  distance.  Inquire 
Phi  Delt  House. 

-it- 

Will  girl  who  was  seen  on  campus  with  calfskin  coat 
please  call  Bowman  Dairy  Company ?  A  calf  is  missing. 

— M- 

For  Sale:  a  cow,  inquire  of  Mr.  Smith,  who  gives 
three  gallons  of  milk  per  day. 

M- 

A     SIX 
BUTTON  WAISTCOAT, 
15   HERE  SHOWN 
C5*  BUTTON  IF 
NOSE.  IS  SUB- 
STITUTED  FOR 
UPPER  ONE)-  A 
SET  OF  5  RtD 
BUTTONS    J  5    IN 
CLUOE.D     FOR 
SPECIAL  OCCASIONS 


Great  news,  old  man,  I'm  engaged  to  a  beautiful 
woman  and  an  intelligent  one. 

That's  all  very  fine,  but  which  one  are  you  going  to 
marry  ? 

-H- 

"I  saved  Chester  from  being  injured  at  his  wedding, 
but  he  didn't  appreciate  it." 

"What  did  you  clon" 

"Nailed  rubber  heels  on  the  old  shoes  and  softened 
the  rice  by  making  it  into  pancakes." 


FAMILIAR  FAIRY  TALES 

"And  so  I  walked  into  his  office  and  gave  him  a  dirty 
look,  and  then  I  told  him  what  I  thought.  'Say,'  I  says, 
'where  the  devil  do  you  get  that  stuff,  handing  me  a  D, 
when  I  been  doing  A  work  all  semester,"  I  says.  "Do 
you  think  I'm  gonna  stand  for  that1  Whadja  do,  any 
way.  take  my  right  grade  and  divide  by  two  or  some- 
thin'  ?'  So  he  looks  kinda  scared  and  he  says  'Well,'  he 
says,  'you  may  be  right,  but — '  'But  nothin,'  I  says, 
'you  know  dam  well  I'm  right,'  and  so  I  showed  him 
just  how  to  figure  it  out  I  oughta  got  a  B  at  least.  'So 
whatinell  you  eonna  do  about  it,'  I  says.  'Well,  I'll  see,' 
he  says,  and  I  could  see  he  knew  I  was  right  all  right. 
So  I  told  him  just  what  I  thought,  and  then  slammed 
the  door  on  him  and  walked  out.  I  wasn't  afraid  of 
him,  vou  bet!"  B.A.W. 


Artist  to  audience 
lemon. 

Ed :   What  a  funny  man 
lemon. 


I    will  now  attempt  to  draw  a 
I  always  try  not  to  draw  a 


Lady 

teriaP 


OLD  ONES 
— King  Cole 
— Grey  Mare 
Darling  I  am  growing — 
' — that  line! 
— Black  Joe 

Chapin  and  Gore's — aged  in  wood. 
The  one  the  toastmaster  always  tells 
Acorns 

-M- 
And  why  must  I  pay  duty  on  this  silk  ma- 


Inspector:    It's  the  custom,  Madam. 


THAT     EXTRA 
PAIR     MEANS 
DOUBLE    WEAR* 
AT  LEAST   TO 
PART    OF    A 
FRESHMAN'S 
ANATOMY-  CUT 
SHOWS    PATENT 
SUSPENDERS   IN- 
CLUDED    WITH 
TWO  PANTS  SUITS 

3  H ■7zen<//p7foh. 
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[[L\[  HI  II  J  AklA  1 


IT  CANNOT  VAS 

MELODRAMA  IN  THREE  ACTS 


Act. 

I  key: 

Papa: 

Ikey: 

Papa: 

Ikey: 

Papa: 


"Papa.  I'm  in  luff!" 
"Oi,  Oi,  and  who  issn" 
"Leetle  Rosie  Greenbaum,  Papa." 
"Ikey,  it  cannot  vas;  it  cannot  vas." 
"But,  Papa,  For  vy  cannot  it  vas1" 
"Ikey,  ven  I  vas  young,  I  vas  married  again, 
and  leetle  Rosie  Greenbaum  iss  your  sister." 
Ikey  departs  sadly. 

2  Act. 

Ikey:    "Papa,  Papa,  I'm  in  luff!" 

Papa:    "Oi,  Oi,  and  who  iss?" 

Ikey:    "Leetle  Bernice  Boomberg." 

Papa:    "Ikey,  Ikey,  it  cannot  vas!" 

Ikey:    "But  Papa,  Papa,  For  vy  cannot  it  vas!" 

Papa:  "Ikey  ven  I  vas  young  I  vas  married  twice 
again,  and  leetle  Bernice  Boomberg  iss  also  your 
sister." 

Ikey  departs  broken-heartedly. 

3  Act. 

Ikey:    "Papa,  Papa,  Congratulate  me.    I'm  in  luff!" 
Papa:    "Oi,  Oi   and  who  iss?" 
Ikey:   "Leetle  Sarah  Isenstein,  Papa." 
Papa:    "Ikey,  Ikey,  It  cannot  vas;  it  cannot  vas!" 
Ikey:    "But  Papa,  for  vy  cannot  it  vas1" 
Papa:    "Ikey,  ven  I  vas  young,  I  vas  married  three 
times  again  already,  and  leetle  Sarah  Isenstein  iss  also 
your  sister." 

Ikey  bursts  out  in  tears  and  starts  for  the  door,  and 
runs  into  Momma  who  is  entering. 

Momma:  "Ikey,  mine  leetle  Ikey,  for  vy  does  you 
cry?" 

Ikey:    "Oi,  Oi,  Momma!    Three  times  yet  I  am  in 
luff,  first  to  leetle  Rosie  Greenbaum,  then  with  leetle 
Bernice  Boomberg,  and  then  with  leetle  Sarah  Isen- 
stein, and  each  time  Papa  say  it  cannot  vas  because  he 
vas  married  one,  two,  tree  times  ven  he  vas  young  and 
they  are  all  the  tree  my  sisters!  Oi,  Oi!" 
Momma:    "Ikey,  it  can  vas;  It  can  vas!" 
Ikey:    "But  Momma,  for  how  can  it  vas1" 
Momma:    "Ikey,  ven  I  vas  young,  I  also  vas  married 
again,  and  your  Papa  iss  not  your  fadder!" 

— G  C  C. 


I  woke  suddenly  to  find  myself  bound  hand  and  foot 
across  two  unyielding  bars  of  steel.  Striving  to  collect 
my  thoughts,  I  looked  about  me,  and  then  suddenly 
my  tongue  clove  to  the  roof  of  my  mouth,  and  my  hair 
rose  like  spikes  perpendicular  to  my  scalp.  I  was  bound 
to  a  railroad  track!  Fiercely  I  tugged  at  and  strove 
against  my  bonds,  but  it  was  of  no  avail,  despite  my 
proverbial  good  luck.  Suddenly  I  heard  a  sound  that 
froze  my  heart  within  me.  From  the  distance  came  the 
eerie  "whoo-whoo-o"  of  a  train.  The  rails  began  to 
sing,  and  I  beheld  this  terrifying  messenger  of  destruc- 
tion racing  toward  me.  With  a  strength  born  of  con- 
summate fright,  I  redoubled  my  struggles  to  free 
myself,  but  at  last  my  invariable  good  luck  had  deserted 
me,  and  I  was  helpless.  And  then,  just  as  I  saw  this 
snorting  monster  leering  down  upon  me,  and  I  began 
cursing  the  luck  that  had  apparently  abandoned  me  in 
this  agony  of  despair,  the  wonderful  realization 
dawned  upon  me.  This  was  the  very  case  under  which 
that  newspaper  agreed  to  pay  $10,000.00  on  the  dollar 
insurance  policy  I  had  just  taken  out!  As  the  merci- 
less wheels  ground  me  down  into  the  rails,  I  closed 
my  eyes,  supremely  elated  at  the  prospect  of  a  clear 
profit  of  $9,999.00.      Luck  was  certainly  with  me! 

B.  A.  W. 


QUICK,  SIR  WALTER  RALEIGH,  THE 
CLOAK 

{From  Miles  city  society  page.) 
"Dodging  the  rice  and  old  shoes  which  her  loving 
friends  threw  at  her  the  bride  ran  down  the  steps  and 
into  the  auto.  She  was  attired  in  a  charming,  close- 
fitting  hat  the  style  of  which  was  made  charming  by 
the  Queen  Marie." 
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EDITORIAL 

Ah  Ha!  We  fooled  you  again.  You  thought  we  were  never  coming  out,  and  we  almost  never.  But  we  did. 
Of  course,  you  may  say,  this  is  not  one  of  the  best  Parrots  you  have  seen,  but  in  the  immortal  words  of  our  friend 
Hamlet  "Oh,  throw  away  the  worser  part  of  it"  and  enjoy  the  rest  of  it  as  much  as  you  may,  for  it's  the  only 
one  you'll  get  until  the  next  number  comes  out.  In  this  connection,  let  us  assure  you,  although  this  is  the  February 
number  and  coming  out  somewhat  past  the  middle  of  March,  nevertheless  and  notwithstanding,  without  any 
doubt,  the  March  number  will  appear  somewhat  before  the  April  number.  This  is  straight  stuff!  We  know  you  will 
appreciate  being  let  in  on  the  editorial  secrets  of  our  annual  in  this  confidential  fashion.  We  will,  therefore,  let 
you  in  on  a  further  secret.  The  next  number  will  be  the  Travel  Number.  No  one  knows  why.  No  one  has 
even  thought  out  any  reason.    But  it  will  be. 

We  wish  you  a  merry  Christmas,  and  may  you  enjoy  this  little  Valentine  or  What-Have-You  Number 
more  than  we  did.   Good  day. 
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SCOTCH  JOKE 

An  Englishman  and  a  Scotchman  were  having  a 
heated  discussion  as  to  the  character  of  the  Scotch. 
The  Englishman  had  been  persistent  in  saying  that  all 
Scotchmen  were  alike. 

Eng. :  Why,  my  dear  man.  When  a  body  knows  one 
of  you  dear  fellows  he  knows  all  of  you. 

Mac:  But  ye  be  all  wrong,  I  say.  Take  the  case  of 
my  two  friends,  Sandy  and  Donald.  Now  they  both 
work  in  town  and  ride  the  tram  car  every  morning. 
Now  Sandy,  he  walks  away  from  town,  so  that  he'll  be 
having  a  longer  ride  for  his  money.  But  Donald7 
Nay,  nay,  mon.  Donald  walks  toward  town,  so  that 
he  can  hold  on  to  his  nickle  longer. 


Frosh:   Where  can  I  find  a  cheap  place  to  eat1 
Instructor:   Go  just  around  the  corner  to  a  Greek 
restaurant  and  you  can  eat  dirt  cheap. 


BU1CK  SPORT  MODEL 
"What  would  you  say  of  a  girl  who  didn't  shiver 
when  you  kissed  her,  didn't  tremble  when  you  hugged 
her,  and  didn't  even  squirm  when  you  tickled  her  in 
the  side1" 

-M- 

The  thrill  that  comes  once  in  a  lifetime:  The  waiter 
at  the  Drake  forgets  to  include  the  cover  charge  on  the 
bill.   You  save  five  bucks. 


TEARING  UP  THE   BOULEVARD 


Customer  (at  soda  fountain):    "I  want  a  plain  soda 

water  without  flavor." 

Clerk:    What  flavor  do  you  want  it  without1" 

Customer:    "What  flavors  have  you  got?" 

Clerk:    "We  have  chocolate,  pineapple,  vanilla  and 

caramel." 

Customer:    "Well,  I  wanted  it  without  strawberry." 
Clerk:    "I'm    sorry,    we're    all    out    of   strawberry. 

Would  you  just  as  soon  have  it  without  chocolate?" 


Judge:  (to  college  student,  accused  of  murder)  "Why 
did  you  murder  this  girl1" 

Stude:  "We  had  a  date  for  a  big  party  and  I  wanted 
to  send  her  an  appropriate  corsage,  so  I  asked  her  what 
color  dress  she  was  going  to  wear 

Judge:    "Yes1" 

Stude:    "And  she  said  'orchid-colored' " 

Judge:    "Acquitted!" 

-K- 

Famous  beginnings  of  long  journeys — 

Driver:   Alright,  then  you  know  how  to  walk. 

Drunk:  Offisher,  don't  shpeak  to  me  that  way,  I'll 
have  you  up  (hie)  before  the  judge. 

Joe:    I  think  your  room  mate  is  awfully  pretty. 

Editor  (to  printer) :  Just  go  ahead  and  print  all  the 
jokes  that  are  turned  in. 

Stude:  Now,  Dean,  you  don't  know  what  you  are 
talking  about. 

WHAT!  YOU  BACK  AGAIN? 

Despondent  over  a  love  affair,  a  beautiful  girl  had 
thrown  herself  in  the  Niagara  River  to  end  it  all. 

"Save  me,  Save  me!"  she  cried,  as  the  current  bore 
her  down  toward  the  falls. 

People  ran  to  the  bank  of  the  river  and  tried  to  reach 
her.  They  tossed  her  a  rope,  but  she  was  too  weak  to 
hold  to  it.  They  tried  to  launch  a  boat,  but  the  current 
was  too  swift.  It  seemed  as  though  death  was  inevitable. 

"Oh,  save  me!  Please  save  me!"  she  cried,  again 
and  again  as  she  moved  swiftly  downstream  toward  the 
roaring  falls. 

Just  as  she  was  approaching  the  falls,  a  young  man 
dashed  out  of  the  crowd  and  rushed  out  on  the  suspen- 
sion bridge. 

"I'll  save  her,"  he  cried,  "I'll  save  her!" 

But  how  could  he1  He  had  no  rope,  no  ladder,  no 
fishing  tackle,  no  bank  book.  Everyone  thought  he  was 
crazy. 

Just  as  she  was  on  the  brink  of  the  falls,  the  young 
man  reached  in  his  pocket,  took  out  a  cake  of  Ivory 
soap,  tossed  it  to  her  and  it  washed  her  back. 

W.  L.  P. 
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SOME  PHYSIQUE 
-K 

He:  "We'll  have  to  carry  the  bunker  at  the  next 
hole." 

She:    "Why  should  we.    Let  the  caddies  carry  it." 
— M 

COULD  SHE  HAVE  KNOWN!  BUT 
YOUTH  IS  FOOLISH 

Angeline  studied  filing  and  other  forms  of  manicure 
work  in  the  Paradise  school  of  business  training,  which 
is  famous  for  allowing  its  students  fifty  cuts  a  semester. 
She  was  careful  not  to  permit  work  to  interfere  with  her 
business  training.  Could  she  have  seen  what  was  to 
have  come  she  would  have  given  up  her  Saturday  night 
lecture  and  given  that  time  to  study.  But  no,  she 
thought  she  must  have  a  good  time.   Poor  Angeline ! 

The  day  of  final  reports  came  to  pass —  but  Angeline 
didn't.  She  held  her  report  card  in  her  hand.  A  failure! 
A  girl  no  better  than  the  person  who  hasn't  read  Doctor 
Elliot's  Five  Foot  Shelf  of  Books!  Tears  filled  her 
eyes,  and  boom,  boom,  softly  they  fell  upon  her  cheeks. 
A  failure! 

Her  parents  must  never  know!  She  couldn't  tell 
them.  Should  she  choose  the  easier  way?  The  window 
was  open,  and  the  people,  ten  stories  below,  seemed  to 
be  but  freckles  on  the  face  of  the  earth.  Should  she? 
She  was  rash.  Nothing  could  hold  her.  After  all,  what 
difference  did  it  make.  She  paused — held  her  breath. 
She  would.  Angeline  closed  her  eyes,  and  down  through 
the  air,  a  plaything  of  gravity,  down,  down,  fluttered 
the  report  card.  And  Angeline  closed  the  window.  Her 
folks  would  never  know. 


THOU  DON'T  THAY 

The  night  doth  come, 

The  day  doth  goeth, 
And  no  poor  bum 
Hith  death  doth  knoweth. 
Thy  life  ith  but 

A  thread  thou  thoweth, 
A  ball  ith  but 

A  thing  thou  throiveth. 
The  year-th,  the  year-th, 

We  all  regret  'em, 
The  girlth,  the  dear-th, 

We  all  forget  'em. 
Thine  brainth  abate 

And  reathon  flyeth, 
Thine  date  ith  late 

And  thomeone  lieth. 
Now  if  thou  whit 

Of  thenth  ditherneth 
In  what  I've  writ 

In  hell  thou'll  burnetii. 


F.  J.  M. 


"What's  wrong  with  Eva?  She's  a  good  girl." 
"That's  just  it." 

"Why  are  you  weeping,  my  dear  professor? 
"Who  wouldn't  weep!    I   flunked  but  twenty-five 
out  of  a  clais  of  thirty." 


Dora  wants  to  know  what  relation  Joan  of  Arc  was 
to  Noah. 


He  squeezed  her  once  and  then  she  ived 

This  manly  little  geezer: 
But  wife  makes  fizzes,  'stead  of  bread — 

(He's  still  a  lemon  squeezer.) 

K 

Scotchmen  won't  use  the  Chicago  telephones  any 
more. 

And  why  is  that? 

Because  when  the  operator  says  "Thank  You,"  they 
think  that  they  are  giving  something  away. 

Wrashington,  D.  C.  Police  have  been  instructed  to  get 
up  and  give  their  seats  to  any  women  in  a  street  car. 
It's  a  good  idea  for  Evanston  also.  Our  chief  of  police 
could  get  up  and  give  his  seat  to  an  entire  sorority. 

But  why  not  instruct  policemen  to  give  their  seats  to 
college  men1    It  would  eliminate  a  lot  of  unpleasant 
crowding  in  patrol  wagons. 
K 

Annett:  Jack  must  be  very  wealthy. 

Janett:   Do  you  think  so  ? 

Annett:  Yes,  I've  been  to  four  formals  with  him 
and  he  had  a  different  tux  each  time. 
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ON  TAKING  A  BATH 

Clarence  girded  on  his  bathrobe  with  a  gesture  that 
bespoke  poise.  His  every  movement  was  that  of  the 
cultured  gentleman.  Nowadays  we  so  seldom  see 
anyone  who  can  fasten  on  a  bathrobe  with  anything  like 
real  savoir  faire.    But  Clarence  could. 

Hanging  a  towel  over  his  left  shoulder  and  clutching 
the  soap  with  a  determined  air,  he  strode  along  the  hall 
to  the  bathroom — righteous,  confident,  and  with  a  deep 
feeling  of  the  moral  duty  he  was  performing.  Clarence 
sighed.  He  wondered  if  the  water  was  hot.  Cold  water, 
he  reflected,  or  even  luke-warm  water  was  so  disturbing. 
It  was  cleansing,  yet  unsatisfactory,  like  a  moral 
victory. 

When  he  turned  it  on  he  discovered  it  was  hot.  That, 
at  least,  was  helpful.  He  got  a  certain  melancholy 
pleasure  from  watching  the  water  fall  languishingly  into 
the  tub.  It  reminded  him  of  the  fall  of  1918.  Both  had 
been  moist  affairs. 

But  his  spirits  were  depressed  and  low,  like  a  damp 
towel.  They  always  were  before  a  trip  to  Peoria.  Ex- 
perimentally Clarence  dropped  the  soap  into  the  water. 
Nothing  alarming  resulted,  so  he  ventured  to  enter  in 
person,  not  neglecting,  however,  to  lay  aside  his  bath- 
robe— carelessly,  flippantly,  with  something;  of  the  man- 
ner of  a  sparrow  laying  an  egg. 


His  thoughts  wandered  as  he  deliberately  caressed  his 
left  foot  with  the  cake  of  soap.  Baths  were  such  a  bore 
— even  though  they  were  necessary  at  intervals.  One 
must  bathe  at  least  four  times  a  week.  At  an  average 
of  fifteen  minutes  per  bath,  that  was  an  houi  each  week. 
Fifty-two  hours  a  year.  Counting  the  waking  day  as 
twelve  hours,  that  was  almost  five  days  out  of  the  year 
which  must  be  set  aside  for  bathing  only.  A  terrible 
waste.  But  then,  baths  had  contributed  to  the  store  of 
human  knowledge.  Wasn't  it  old  man  Archimedes  who 
discovered  some  principle  of  physics  while  in  a  bath 
tub1  Clarence  wondered  vaguely  what  would  have 
been  the  result  if  Archimedes  had  used  a  shower-bath. 
He  shuddered. 

By  this  time  the  line  of  soap  had  advanced  from  his 
feet  to  his  ears,  inclusive.  There  remained  only  the 
task  of  washing  his  hair.  Then  there  arose  in  his  mind, 
a  debate  as  to  whether  this  would  be  an  advisable 
course  of  action.  Mentally  he  flipped  a  coin  and  de- 
cided against  it.  His  bath  was  over.  Pure  and  dripping 
he  rose  from  his  bath,  like  a  cake  of  yeast.  He  seized  a 
towel.    He  was  clean. 

L.  W.  K. 


OH,  THAT'S  DIFFERENT 

Old  fogies  have  said  that  Romance  is  dead 

And  Chivalry  a-dying, 
That  righting  wrongs  and  weaving  songs 

Are  arts  thai  fast  are  flying. 
But  pipe  the  girl  with  marcelled  curl 

Her  handkerchief  a-leaving 
Full  fifteen  sivains  will  spill  their  brains 

The  rag  to  be  retrieving! 

F  J.  M. 
M 

What  is  that  noise1 

A  freshman  in  balloon  trousers  sat  on  a  tack. 

-K— 

WHO  HELD  THE  RAT1 

The  moon  shone  dimly  above.  The  wind  whispered 
softly  through  the  trees.  Nightingales  sang  sweetly 
near  us.  All  else  was  still  as  I  stroked  her  head  as  she 
lay  in  my  arms.  She  would  soon  be  mine;  I  was  count- 
ing the  days  until  the  time.  Just  think;  this  bundle  of 
sweetness,  this  divine  creature  would  all  be  mine. 
Softly  she  cooed  words  of  love  which  I  answered  with 
all  my  heart 

No,  you  are  all  wrong.  It  wasn't  my  cat,  dog,  or 
parrot.    It  was  me  and  my  girl  friend — And  How  ! 

-K- 

2500  years  ago,  Aesop  said: 
"Oh,  Bull!'' 


WHAT  WILL  THE  HARVEST  BE? 
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Hey,  Hey:  Why  is  it  that  the  girls  in  Hawaii  wear 
grass  dresses? 

Doi,  Doi:  I  suppose  it's  because  it  is  so  warm  there. 

Hey,  Hey :   Not  so. 

Doi,  Doi:    Because  it's  the  style?  Then  why1 

Hey,    Hey:   Because    they    don't    believe    in    going 
around  without  anything  on,  either. 
M 

THE  WILL  OF  A  FROSH  WHO 
FLUNKED 

I  bequeath  my  room,  this  horrid  four  white  wall 
affair  to  the  use  of  incoming  Frosh,  that  is  that  portion 
where  they  will  not  find  my  room  mate's  clothes,  or 
trash.  May  they  enjoy  the  servitude  of  a  dumbell  in 
the  manner  and  fashion  that  I  have  endured  him,  and 
may  they  be  successful  in  getting  easy  profs,  and  grade 
giving  teachers  who  will  pass  them  to  the  shore  of 
graduation. 

I  bequeath  to  my  dear  and  honest  pal  and  friend, 
Michael,  the  balance  of  my  tobacco  and  my  dollar 
six  bit  pipe,  about  which  my  family,  I  wish,  shall 
remain  perfectly  ignorant. 

I  bequeath  to  my  room  mate  who  does  not  smoke, 
the  charming  beautiful  urn  containing  the  remainder  of 
the  perfume,  which  dad  paid  soap  and  laundry  bills  for 
totaling  eighteen  bicks. 

I  bequeath  to  my  favorite  girl,  Maud,  all  the  balance 
of  my  cigarette  stock,  to  smoke  as  a  remembrance  of 
the  many  hours  which  she  spent  eating  at  my  expense 
in  coffee  shops  and  tea  joints,  truly,  a  queen  of  the 
gold-diggers,  to  which  class  I  assign  all  Northwestern 
girls. 

I  bequeath  to  the  rest  of  the  gold  diggers  many  un- 
counted hours  of  jazz,  wine,  and  smokes  at  the  expense 
of  those  who  have  been  more  fortunate  than  myself. 

I  bequeath  to  the  professors,  the  not  too  small  favor 
of  no  longer  snoring  each  of  their  lectures  out,  and 
solemnly  hope  they  will  lecture  all  their  days  into 
oblivion. 

I  bequeath  to  my  most  favorite  and  collegiate 
English  teacher,  two  complimentary  tickets  for  Sunday- 
afternoon  at  the  Merry  Garden,  with  the  instructions 
not  to  carry  a  gun  that  things  may  go  off  quickly. 


I  bequeath  to  the  Chemistry  Department  all  the 
happy  and  generous  feelings  of  one  who  has  for  a 
prison  which  he  is  sentenced  to  live,  and  then  an  at- 
tempt made  to  gas  him. 

I  bequeath  to  the  Librarian  many  hours  of  unsuc- 
cessful efforts  towards  obtaining  the  certain  books 
which  I  happened  to  have  taken  out  for  the  purpose  of 
effect,  and  though  I  never  expect  to  read  them,  I  hope 
she  wears  the  phone  lines  out  trying  to  get  hold  of  me. 

To  the  taxi-cab  drivers  of  Evanston,  I  bequeath 
many  wishes  of  rainy  nights,  and  snow  covered  streets 
that  they  may  prosper  in  the  tippinest  town  I  ever  saw 
in  my  life. 

To  the  drug  stores  I  wish  and  hope  that  their  days 
may  be  prolonged  in  the  selling  of  hair  tonic  and  other 
strong  waters  without  the  shadow  of  the  law  on  their 
doorstep. 

And  in  a  final  bequest,  I  wish  to  those  students  who 
have  suffered  to  remain  after  fifty  percent  frosh  cut, 
many  happy  hours  on  their  escapades  and  trips  up  and 
down  the  lakeshores  in  complete  tightness,  and  may 
they  live  on  to  see  the  day  they  are  able  to  find  their 
bed  without  waking  up  everyone  else  in  the  house,  and 
half  the  people  in  the  next  block. 

My  cash,  I  bequeath  to  myself  in  the  hope  that  it  is 
sufficient  to  pay  my  railroad  ticket  home,  and  my  bills 
I  hope  will  be  forgotten,  as  also  the  debts  which  all  my 
most  generous  friends  hold  against  me  who  for  this 
reason,  1  cannot  afford  to  say  good-bye  to. 

Ike 


Joe :    Don't  you  think  that  James  has  a  weak  mouth  ? 
College:    Well,   I  have  found  it  to  be  the  point  of 

least  resistance. 
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A  LUNCH  ROOM 

(Cafeteria  in  Loop) 
SOUND. 

Scraping  of  chairs  and  shuffling  of  feet. 

The  chatter  of  voices  as  two  friends  meet. 

Rattle  of  trays  and  cups  and  plates. 

Ring  of  the  register,  click  of  the  gates. 

Because  of  a  Smith  Brother's  antics  with  soup 

We're  unable  to  hear  the  noise  of  the  Loop. 

Tapping  of  heels  all  three  inches  high 

Cry  of  a  child  wanting  pineapple  pie. 
SMELL. 

The  odor  of  recent  and  unhealthy  mopping; 

Combined  with  the  frequent  odiferous  slopping. 

The  frequent  relief  from  the  steam  and  the  heat. 

As  a  gust  of  fresh  air  blows  in  from  the  street. 

The  corned  beef  and  cabbage,  spaghetti  and  beans 

Could  hardly  remind  one  of  crisp,  woodland  scenes. 

The  collegiate  cashier  at  her  end  of  the  room 

Destroying  the  odor  of  cheese  with  perfume. 
MOTION"  AND  ATTITUDE. 

Jostling  and  pushing,  grabbing  of  trays, 

Two  stalwart  flappers  that  this  couldn't  faze. 

A  mincing,  shy  man  holds  a  crowd  in  his  wake 

As  he  tries  to  decide  between  jello  and  cake. 

The  cashier  in  the  corner  while  chewing  her  gum 

Like  Little  Jack  Horner,  just  sticks  in  her  thumb. 

A  stout  man's  expression  of  fear  and  dismay 

As  his  cup  of  hot  coffee  slides  off  of  his  tray, 

The  tense,  eager  people  are  all  in  a  rush — 

Tho'  they're  dining  on  roast-beef  or  fried  corn-meal 
mush. 
TOUCH  AND  TASTE. 

The  chill  of  cold  marble,  the  weight  of  the  cup. 

The  very  delicious  coffee  we  sup. 

The  watery  liquid  they  sell  you  for  tea 

Might  well  be  mistaken  for  "chicken  puree." 
FORM  AND  OUTLINE. 

A  surging  crowd  of  women  and  men 

Hurrying  back  to  their  work  again. 

The  starving  Armenians  in  the  worst  of  their  days — 

Could,  perhaps,  be  compared  to  this  army  of  trays. 
— Margaret  E.  King. 

GEE!  SOMEONE  IS  EMBARRASSED' 
Notice :  I  know  party  who  took  gray  pants  and  black 
shoes  out  of  fraternity  house  Saturday  night.    Return 
same  and  avoid  embarrassment. 

-K- 

Famous  last  words — 

"Mr.  Janitor,  isn't  it  possible  to  get  a  little  more 
heat1" 

What  this  country  really  needs  is  waterproofed  toast 
to  put  under  poached  eggs. 
-a 

Post-Season  Football  song:  She's  only   a  cashier's 
daughter,  but  she  got  her  quarterback." 


HAS  IT  EVER  HAPPENED  TO  YOU? 

Scene  One 

Honest  male  stude  (in  math  prof's  office  after  flunk- 
ing trig  exam) :  Professor,  I  know  this  course  from 
A  to  Z,  but  my  mother  died  the  day  before  the  exam 
and  I  just  couldn't  write. 

Prof:  That's  no  excuse.  You  flunked  the  course. 
Better  luck  next  time. 

scene  two 

Beautiful,  but  dumb  (at  trig,  we  mean)  coed:  Oh, 
professor,  the  awfullest  thing  just  happened! 

Prof  (alarmed:   What's  the  matter" 

Coed:  Why,  I  fully  expected  a  B  in  your  course  and 
I  got  an  E  ! 

Prof:  Well,  well,  did  you  bring  your  exam  paper 
with  you1 

Coed:  Yes,  here  it  is.  Now  about  this  last  problem 
that  counted  30  points — I  knew  the  answer  and  was 
just  about  to  write  it  down  when  I  caught  that  awful 
Johnson  boy  staring  at  me,  and  I  thought  my  nose  must 
be  shiny,  so  I  stopped  to  powder  it  and  forgot  the 
answer,  and  before  I  could  remember  it  again  the  time 
was  up. 

Prof  (deeply  touched  by  this  tale  of  woe):  Well, 
well,  I  don't  know  but  what  you  do  deserve  a  B.  I'll 
raise  your  grade. 

Author's  Note: — The  profs  may  seat  the  coeds  in  the 
first  row  so  they  can  hear  better  but  we  have  our 
suspicions.  J.  O. 


Oldtimer:    What's  troubling  you1 

N.  U.  '26:  Eggs.  My  Husband  likes  them  soft 
boiled,  but  I  can  boil  them  for  an  hour  and  yet  they 
won't  become  soft. 
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Dear  Dean  Richardson: 

You  are  not  an  advocate  of  the  public  art  of  smoking, 
but  don't  you  know  that  the  Old  Testament  advocates 
it?    Please  read  the  following: 

Gen.  24:  64.  "And  Rebekah  lifted  up  her  eyes,  and 
when  she  saw  Isaac  she  lighted  off  the  camel." 


FOUR  OUT  OF  FIVE  HAVE  IT 

Opportunity  had  knocked  and  he  had  fumbled  the 
ball.  His  chance  had  come  and  he  had  muffed  it.  His 
load  was  shot. 

During  the  five  years  he  had  striven  in  the  mighty 
effort  to  convince  his  father  that  he  should  be  sent  east  to 
school.  For  five  years  his  father  had  remained  adamant, 
(no  disrespect  intended)  only  to  succumb  at  last.  He 
had  gone  east  and  had  been  right  well  received.  All  his 
recommendations  had  been  approved.  His  credentials 
had  been  accepted.  He  became  a  part  of  the  institution. 
He  went  to  lunch  with  this  group;  to  d'nner  with  that 
group :  to  lunch  the  next  day  with  this  here  club — and 
to  dinner  with  that  there  club.  It  looked  as  though  all 
would  be  smooth  sailing  for  him. 

Suddenly,  without  warning,  he  was  dropped.  No  one 
recognized  him  on  the  streets.  Old  acquaintances 
avoided  him.  All  his  prospects  vanished,  and  he  was 
nothing. 

Why  had  no  one  warned  him;  reminded  him1  Even 
his  best  friends  had  not  told  him.  If  only  he  had 
paused  to  think !  Oh,  God !  Were  all  these  years  of 
aspiration  and  striving  to  be  lost?  And  all  because  of 
one  little  mistake! 

In  a  moment  of  forgetfulness,  he  had  ordered  HAM 
at  HARVARD! 

K- 

SIGN:   NO.   WE  CASHED  A  CHECK  ONCE! 

—J*— 

The  guards  grimly  went  about  the  task  of  affixing  the 
electrodes  to  the  body  of  the  doomed  man  in  the  chair. 
The  kindly  chaplain  bent  over  him. 

"Any  last  request,  my  poor  mortal?"  he  inquired. 

"Yes,  Parson,"  the  wretch  replied,  "It'll  comfort  me 
a  lot  if  you'll  just  hold  my  hand." 


Famous  Last  Words — 

"No,    I   didn't  get  one  of  the  new- 
officer.    I  don't  like  the  color  of  them." 


license  plates, 


THE  DUMB  CO-ED 

A  Passion  Story 
See  that  bim  across  the  street 
Swathed  and  booted,  ultra  neat, 
Green  galoshes  round  her  feet, 
Sweeter  surely  than  the  sweet? 
She  copped  A  in  Calculus 
And,  what's  more  miraculous, 
Notched  her  Chem  prof  for  a  B ; 
Passed  her  Physics,  smacked  her  Lit. 
Nothing  that  she  didn't  hit 
With  her  wisdom  infinite 
With  her  most  astounding  wit. 
So  I  raise  this  ululation 
To  such  one  of  such  high  station 
Who  can  nick  her  Chem.  for  B. 
Yet,  believe  me,  there  are  some 
Blind  and  much  misguided  students 
Who,  without  the  pale  of  prudence, 
Think  this  maiden  to  be  dumb. 


"What  a  relief, 
muddy  figure. 


F.  J.  M. 


said  the  guard,  as  he  saluted  the 


-K- 


"I  can't  remember  your  face,  but  your  perfume  seems 
familiar." 


Who  was  the  greatest  trapshooter  of  all  ages? 
Hamlet's  uncle,  "for  he  did  murder  most  foul!' 
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"DON'T  YOU  FIND  IT  MOST  EMBARRASSING  IN  SI  RIP  POKER 
WHEN   YOU  COME   DOWN   TO  THE   LAS!    GARMENT?" 
"OH,  NO!     I  JUST  LAUGH  IT  OFF." 


And  the  laziest  guy  in  the  world  is  the  one  who  sat  up 
watching  the  seismograph  waiting  for  an  earthquake 
to  shake  down  the  folding  bed. 


Goldie  has  another  elderly  boy  friend.   He  made  his 
dough  on  butter,  so  she  thinks  she'll  egg  him  on. 
K 

SHE  SAID  SHE  LOVED  ME 

You  know,  she  said  she  loved  me. 

And  you  know — /  think  she  lied 

'Cause  she  wouldn't  let  me  kiss  her. 

Said  she'd  sock  me  if  I  tried! 

Now  when  we  were  out  riding. 

And  I  suggest:  "Let's  park — ", 

She'll  laugh  and  laugh  and  laugh  and  laugh 

And  say:  "You're  afraid  of  the  dark." 

And  when  I  try  my  best  to  sing. 

She'll  cry:  "Oh  my,  that's  foul '." 

And  when  my  poems  to  her  I  bring 

She'll  laugh,  mind  you,  and  howl. 

She's  out  tonight — yes,  with  her  mother — 

Oh,  just  for  a  ride     . 

I  wonder,  does  she  love  me? 

Say,  do  you  really  think  she  lied? 

— William  H.  Fetridge. 


MOTHER  GOOSE  RHYME 

Three  fingers  make  one  sniff 
Three  sniffs  make  one  snort. 
Three  snorts  make  one  drink. 
Three  drinks  make  one  drunk. 


It  was  supper  time  in  the  Garden  of  Eden. 

"Hurry  up  and  get  out  here  for  supper,  or  I'll  bounce 
a  young  boulder  off  your  cranium,''  shouted  Eve. 

"Yes  m'dear,"  answered  Adam  from  a  distant  part 
of  the  cave,  and  went  on  with  his  work. 

Half  hour  later,  Eve  appeared  at  the  door  of  his  den. 
There  was  a  fierce  and  ominous  glare  in  her  eye. 

Adam  jumped  guiltily  to  his  feet.  "I'm  sor — ",  he 
began. 

"Oh,  you  are,  are  you1  Why  you  good  for  nothing, 
half-baked,  pigeon-livered,  cow-eyed,  soft-shell,  giddy- 
headed  imitation  of  a  would-be-man.  Sitting  here,  and 
the  soup  on  the  table  for  the  last  two  hours." 

"But  listen  dear,  I've  been  working  on  the  next  issue 
'Paradise  Puns'.  I  just  invented  the  screamingest  joke. 
It  seems  that  Pat  and  Mike  were  walking  by  a  ceme- 
tary.   Just  as — ". 

"Good  God,  some  more  of  your  stale  jokes.  Well  I'm 
sick  of  it.  Here  you  haven't  taken  me  out  one  single 
night  this  week.    Fine  husband  you  are." 

"Well  what  do  you  think  of  this  one,  honey  'Is  your 
brother  home  from  college  yet?'  'Yes,  I  guess  he  must 
be  or  else — '. 

"That's  enough.  I'm  through.  After  the  way  I've 
slaved,  cooking  and  doing  the  washing  and  ironing  for 
you  and  now  this  is  the  treatment  I  get.  Well,  you  can 
get  someone  else  from  now  on.  I'll  not  stay  in  your  cave 
another  night." 

With  an  angry  gesture,  Eve  packed  up  her  leaves 
and  dashed  out  the  door.  That  night,  she  met  the  ser- 
pent, and — well,  you  know  the  rest.  Anyhow,  that's 
how  it  all  happened. 


DOC.  FULLER:   "WHAT  LIME  STONE  FORMATION  CONTAINS 
THE  MOST  FOSSILS'" 

SOPHOMORE:   "UNIVERSITY  HALL." 
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Time:  Now  and  Then. 
Place:  Any  classroom. 
Characters:  One  Prof. 

Students,  and  Co-eds,  numbering  thirty, 

assorted  as  follows: 
One    Student,    Old  Joe    Conscientious, 

taking  notes. 
One  Funny  boy,  not  a  comic  writer. 
One  Wise  'un,  he  thinks  he  really  ought 

to  teach  the  class. 
Seven  Smooth  Snakes. 
Two  Hangovers. 
Two  "well  known"  Athletes. 
Sixteen  Blank  Cartridges. 

The  last  doleful  notes  die  away  in  the  distance  as 
the  Slaves  of  the  Bell  straggle  in  thru  the  door.  As 
they  seat  themselves  the  Prof  enters  with  an  awful 
array  of  notes,  books,  brief  cases,  and  papers. 

The  Funny  boy:  Since  we  are  all  here  today  I  guess 
he'll  pull  that  "since-there-is-a-quorum"  joke.  I  don't 
believe  that  I'll  even  work  up  a  snicker.  I've  been  to 
three  classes  already  and  my  facial  muscles  are  already 
beginning  to  feel  the  strain. 

The  Student,  T.N. :  I  hope  he  throws  us  a  quiz  this 
morning.  Gosh,  I  could  knock  him  out  from  under  his 
dandruff. 

Sixteen  Blank  Cartridges:  What  is  the  assignment 
for  this  week?  It  wouldn't  feel  any  funnier  than  Hell 
if  he  dropped  us  a  little  quiz  today. 

One  Smooth  Snake:  Did  you  notice  how  she  sorta 
fell  for  me  at  the  ball  last  night?  Some  hot  sketch,  too. 
I  wouldn't  be  surprised  if  she  called  me  up  tonight. 

Wise'un:  Here  I've  been  in  this  course  for  three 
months  and  I  haven't  learned  anything  since  I  left 
High  School.  I  wonder  when  He's  going  to  begin  his 
lectures.  He  talks  like  a  freshman  trying  to  explain  a 
coed  to  the  Dean  of  Women.  He  reminds  me  of  our 
basketball  team  entering  the  Conference  competition. 

Coed:  And  he  says  to  me  "Where  yer  goin'  girlie''" 
Just  like  that.  And  I  says  to  him  "I  ain't  no  Girl,  I'm 
a  coed!" 

First  Hangover:  Bill  said  it  was  rye,  but  I  think  he 
musta  meant  lye.  Naw,  I'm  just  like  a  match  at  that 
party   ...   no  use  unless   I'm  all  lit  up.   I   wish  to 


Hell  he'd  pipe  down  so  I  could  go  to  sleep. 

Sixteen  B.  C's:  Whatse  talking  about  .  .  .  not 
that  it  matters  much,  anyway. 

Another  Smooth  Snake:  She's  a  warm  article,  I'd 
say.  She  sorta  fell  for  me.  And  that  stuff  about  asking 
her  up  for  our  Formal  sure  got  results,  and  them   .    .    . 

Second  Hangover:  ZZZZZZzzzzzzzzzz. 

Prominent  athlete:  It  sure  is  a  good  thing  that  he's 
a  football  fan.  I'm  glad  you  gave  me  that  tip  on  taking 
his  course.  All  the  faculty  should  be  football  fans. 

Funny  boy:  And  then  She  pulled  a  good  one.  Can't 
say.  But  do  you  know  why  a  Ship's  called  She?  Well, 
it's  because  it  shows  up  best  in  a  stiff  breeze. 

Wise'un:  He's  doing  poorly,  poorly.  He  hasn't 
said  "Now  as  I  was  say  in'  "  more  than  eleven  times  so 
far.  That  guy  has  the  crust  of  a  loaf  of  hardtack  and 
the  gall  of  a  registrar  to  stand  up  there  taking  money 
for  handing  out  that  line  of 

Sixteen  B.  C's. :  It  must  be  about  time  for  the  bell, 
don't  you  think1 

The  Student,  T.  N. :  Damn  him,  he  never  calls  on 
me  when  I've  read  the  assignment.  He  never  seems  to 
notice  me  when  I'm  taking  notes.  He  never  answers 
any  of  my  questions  about  technicalities. 

Third  Smooth  Snake:  That  rag  in  black  was  one 
smooth  article.  She'd  do  well  to  meet  me.  If  I  do  say 
so.    I  kinda  think  she  sorta  fell  for  me  a  little  maybe   .    . 

Sixteen  B.  C's:  Wonder  if  he  will  let  us  out  early 
today.   It  must  be  about  time  for  the  bell    .... 

Other  Prominent  Athlete:  I  don't  know  what  this 
bunk  is  all  about.  He  said  to  me  "Now  don't  worry 
over  the  assignments  until  football  season  is  over.  I 
don't  want  your  mind  to  be  occupied  with  other 
things."   I  wish  all  the  faculty  were  football  fans   .    .    . 

Funny  Boy:   It  must  be  time  for  the  bell. 

The  other  Smooth  Snakes:  And  I  kinda  think  she 
sorta  fell  for  me  too 

Both  P.  Athletes:  ZZZZZzzzzzzzz   .... 

The  Student:  Gosh,  it's  too  bad  .  .  .  almost  time 
for  the  bell. 

Sixteen  B.  C's:   It  must  be  time  for  the  bell   .    .    . 

The  Whole  Class:  It  must  be  time  for  the  bell    .    . 

The  notes  of  the  bell  are  now  cheerful.  At  the  first 
sound  all  rise,  and  at  the  second  move  toward  the 
door.  There  are  no  stragglers. 
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Some  people  go  to  Paris  to  study  languages.    Others 
are  brought  up  on  the  Northwest  side. 


Two  Scotchmen  took  dinner  together  in  a  restaurant. 
After  dinner,  the  waiter  brought  the  check.  The  two 
sat  and  talked  for  a  couple  of  hours,  after  which  con- 
versation failed,  and  they  merely  smoked  in  silence. 
At  One  A.  M.  one  of  them  got  up  and  telephoned  to  his 
wife. 

"Dinna  wait  up  any  longer  for  me,  lass,"  he  said,  "it 
looks  like  a  deadlock." 


JUST  MADE  FOR  EACH  OTHER 


He  says:  "Which  is  the  larger,  a  kitten  or  a  kat1" 
She  says:  "A  kitten.    It  takes  two  kats  to  make  one 
kitten,  but  it  only  takes  one  kitten  to  make  a  kat  ." 


Men — Start  raising  that  beard  now.  Save  40  cents 
a  day  in  shaving  expenses.  By  December  25,  1927,  it 
will  be  three  feet  in  length — Just  long  enough  to  con- 
ceal that  Christmas  necktie. 


"Father,  dear,"  wrote  William  from  Champaign,  "I 
am  enclosing  my  hotel  bill." 

"William,  dear,"  replied  father,  "I  am  enclosing 
check,  but  please  don't  buy  any  more  hotels  at  that 
price.    I  think  that  they  are  robbing  you." 


'Howya  feeling  today?" 
'Not  bad." 
'That's  good!" 


Why  are  Engineering  Courses  like  some  girls  we 
know  ? 

Here's  why : 

Mechanical  Drawing — too  long  and  drawn  out. 

Surveying — straight  and  on  the  level,  but  oh!  What 
a  map! 

Structural  Mechanics — always  making  breaks;  one 
awful  strain. 

Heat  Power  Engineering — HOT ! 

Hydraulics — a  pipe;  all  wet. 

Electrical  Engineering — Shocking! 

Bridges — a  washout. 

Journals — the  kind  you  read  about. 

Structures — Some  Frame! 

Railroad    Engineering — Oh!    Those    curves!     Sweet 

Papa! 

-K- 

"I'm  an  awful  Ladies  Man." 

"Righto,  I've  seen  you  with  some  awful  ladies." 


May:    "So  ya  had  a  letter  from  that  college  boy?" 
Pet:    "Yes.    He  wrote  an  ast  me  did  I  get  home  al 
right  from  that  party  he  took  me  to." 
-K- 
Mother  may  I  go  out  to  swim? 
Yes,  my  Wrigley  daughter — 
Hang  your  suit  on  the  hickory  limb 
And  wear  grease  in  the  water. 


"WOULD  YOU  MIND  GIVING  ME  SOME  SUGGESTION  AS  TO 
HOW  TO  DRESS  FOR  THE  ARTISTS  BALL?" 
"NOT  AT  ALL,  NOT  AT  ALL." 
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IMMODDEST 

"James,  after  this  please  uncork  the  bottles  in  my 
presence.  I  notice  that  when  you  draw  the  corks  in  the 
pantry  the  wine  is  extremely  decollete." 

"Extremely  decollete,  sir?" 

"Yes,  James;  very  low  in  the  necks." 

— Drexerd 

Hiram:  Well,  sir.  my  shotgun  let  out  a  roar  and 
there  lay  a  dead  wolf  ahead  of  us! 

Bored  Boarder:    How  long  had  it  been  dead? 

—Wasp 

"I  say,  chappy,  your  wife  has  fallen  into  the  well." 
"Oh,  that's  all  right,  we  use  city  water  now." 

— Lehigh  Burr 


HER  SORRY  END 

Last  night 
I  called  on  Anna. 
Anna  was 
Not  dressed. 
So  Anna's  Mother 
Called  to  her, 
"Anna,  slip 
On  something 
And  come  down." 
Anna  slipped  on 
The  top  step 
And  came  down. 
I  was  never  so 
Embarrassed  in  all 
My  life. 


-Voodoo 


Paul  Revere  was  the  first  radio  fan. 
He  broadcast  with  one  plug. 


-Drexard 


"What's  the  date  today?" 
"I  don't  know." 

"Why  don't  you  look  at  the  newspaper  you  have  in 
your  pocket?" 

"No  use.    It's  yesterdays'  paper." 

— Banter 

Prof:   Who  was  the  first  man  in  antiquity  to  stress 
hygiene7" 
Frosh:   "Pluto." 

— Bear  Skin 

After  seeing  Al  Smith's  mug  in  the  papers  a  few  times, 
we  begin  to  wish  he  could  have  a  composite  photo  made 
with  Buster  Keaton. 

— Banter 

Sor:    Why  did  you  sing  in  the  bathroom 7 
Ority:    Because  the  door  won't  lock. 

—Pup 

Man  (to  wife  who  has  had  twins):  "Will  you  never 
get  over  the  habit  of  exaggerating?" 

— Chanticleer 

"I  pulled  a  good  one  that  time,"  remarked  the 
farmer  as  he  finished  milking  the  cow. 

—Burr 


"Really,  Mrs.  Shovelhead,  your  argument  with  your 
husband  last  night  was  most  amusing." 

"Wasn't  it  though!  And  do  you  know,  when  he 
threw  that  axe  at  me  I  thought  I'd  split." 

—Juggler 

Little  Isadore  rushed  into  the  grocery  store.  Banging 
down  a  dime  on  the  counter  he  panted: 

"Gimme  for  ten  cents  animal  crackers.  Take  out  all 
the  pigs." 

— Farm  Life 

Little  boy:    "Father,  are  you  still  growing?" 
Daddy:    "Why,  son?" 

L.  B. :  "Well  what  makes  your  head  stick  out 
above  your  hair?" 

—Witt 

Man   (calling  a  bluff) :    "Here,   Cliff.    Here,   Cliff." 

— Whirhvind 

Kind-hearted  Lady:  "Won't  you  be  glad  when  your 
sentence  is  over?" 

Convict:    "I  don't  know." 

Same  Lady:    "You  don't  know!  Why?" 

Convict:    "I'm  in  for  life." 

— Flamingo 

"Can  you  tell  me  what  Mrs.  Rowley  and  Mr.  Black 
have  in  common  that  should  make  them  so  fond  of 
each  other?" 

"Sure,  she  is  a  grass  widow  and  he  has  hay  fever." 

— Flamingo 
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The  Sampler 

a  favored  Valentine  token 


Do  you  want  her  to  know  who  sent  the 
Valentine?  You  don't — and  you  do,  espe- 
cially if  it's  Whitman's  Sampler.  There's  an 
air  of  unusualness  about  this  famous  box 
of  sweets  that  you'll  be  proud  to  have  her 
associate  with  your  name.  How  she  will 
enjoy  the  delicious  chocolates  and  confec- 
tions, the  selections  of  the  most  critical 
candy  tastes  in  America!  Give  the  Sampler 
and  you  give  a  thrill. 


Whitman's   famous  candies 
are  sold  by 

Broadway  Pharmacy  181  5  Central  St. 
Burkett  Pharmacy  Co.  718  Church  St. 
Evanston  Pharmacy  6C1  Davis  St. 

Lyman  Drug  Co.  1900  Central  St. 


A  glance  at  the  mysteriously  ivritten 
address.  An  air  of  suspense  as  the 
package  is  opened.  Then  a  real  thrill 
of  pleasure  when  she  finds  it's  a  box  of 


Suit  the  Valentine  to  the  individual  taste. 
Each  of  the  celebrated  Whitman  packages 
has  its  own  "personality"  and  its  own  admir- 
ers. The  Sampler,  A  Fussy  Package,  Salma- 
gundi, Cloisonne,  Bonnybrook  Milk  Choco- 
lates, The  Heart  Box.  Selection  is  easy  from 
these  beautiful  boxes,  with  their  special 
Valentine  bands  and  the  charming  variety 
of  their  assortments.  Every  box  sent  direct 
from  us  to  our  agents  in  your  neighborhood. 


A.  G.  Fraser  60C  Dempster  St. 

J.  V.  Lee  Drug  Store  901  Chicago  Ave. 
Northwestern  Pharmacy  1713  Sherman 
Community  Pharmacy  1 100  Davis  St. 
Sher-Main  Pharmacy  800  Main  Street 
Pohn  Brothers  1850  Sherman  Ave. 

University  Pharmacy       S21NoyesSt 


Special 

Northwestern 

Unh'ersily 

Package 
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Complete  Banking 

Investment  and  Trust 

Service 

&>£ 
The 

CITY  NATIONAL  BANK 
of  Evanston 

DAVIS  at  SHERMAN 

Under  the  Spreading  Chestnut 

Too  bad  about  the  village  smithy. 

How  so7 

He  was  arrested  for  forgery. 

— Jack-O-Lantern 

Lady  Golfer:  Frankly,  John,  what  do  you  really 
think  of  my  game7 

John :  Perfectly  fascinating,  I  admit,  but  as  long  as 
you've  got  all  those  clubs  anyway,  why  not  take  up 
golf7 

— Lampoon 

SIP 


The  Collegiate 

Lightness,  comfort,  strength  and  firm- 
ness, these  are  the  qualities  of  the  Aimer 
Coe  "Collegiate,"  an  ideal  spectacle 
for  work  and  study.  Your  lenses  can  be 
duplicated  in  this  or  in  any  one  of  the 
more  than  twenty  Aimer  Coe  styles. 

Aimer  Coe  &  Company 

Scientific  Opticians 

1645  Orrington  Avenue 


"I  graduated  from  an  automobile  school." 
"What's  your  class  honk?" 

— Rammer- Jammer 

Prof:    I'll  have  you  one  day  to  pass  in  that  paper. 
Stude:   Fine.  How  about  the  Fourth  of  July? 

— Bean  Pot 

Mrs.  Sandflats:  "Is  this  the  store  that  sold  us  the 
electric  washing  machine  ?" 

Store:   "Yes,  ma'am." 

Mrs.  Sandflats:  "Well,  take  the  darn  thing  back.  I 
went  to  wash  myself  in  it  and  never  got  such  a  beating 
before  in  my  life." 

— Awswan 


WHEN    YOU  THINK  OF    FLOWERS 

"  -•       .  THINK   OF 


on6 


SLOWER- 

SHOP^f* 

™JSS£S!t£*-     Phone  University  GH-iStt 

FLOWERS  BY  TELEGRAPH 
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The  apple  that 

rocked  the  earth 

"I  wonder  why?*' 

In  Isaac  Newton's  mind  that  question  clam- 
ored for  an  answer.  Many  men  had  seen  apples 
fall,  but  this  man  with  the  question  mark  mind 
found  out  why  they  fall — and  his  answer  has 
helped  us  to  understand  the  workings  of  a 
universe. 

Would  that  we  all  could  get  a  bite  of  that 
apple  if  it  would  inspire  us  too  with  the  "I 
wonder  why"  attitude! 

Intellectual  curiosity  is  a  great  and  moving 
force.  It  mobilizes  reluctant  facts.  It  is  the 
stern  drill-master  which  whips  into  shape  that 
most  invincible  of  armies — sure  knowledge. 

Curiosity,  with  the  will  to  sweat  out  the 
answer,  is  the  greatest  asset  you  can  acquire  in 
your  college  course.  This  attribute  is  needed 
by  industry  today  more  than  ever  before. 
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A  novelette  by  this 
noted  English  writer 
will  appear  complete 
in  the  March  issue. 


'HE  fascinated  him.  Without  looking 
*at  him  she  knew  that  his  gaze  was 
upon  her.  She  stirred  afresh  into  a 
new  posture,  lifted  her  head,  smiled 
at  him  with  a  new  smile,  languorous, 
exhausted  with  emotion,  supplicating, 
ravishing,  darting  at  him  delicious 
danger.  .  .  .  The  mature,  highly  fin- 
ished, unscrupulous,  irresistible  fem- 
inine! 

"An  enormous  orange-tinted  moon 
swam  swollen  over  the  summit  of  the 
hill.  The  sky  first,  then  the  earth, 
began  to  be  illuminated  as  the  moon 
changed  from  orange  to  pale  yellow. 
The  stars  faded.  The  daisies  had 
wilted  away,  as  the  wheat  on  the  lower 
slopes  turned,  ripening.  The  heat  had 
drawn  the  adventurous  up  to  the 
heights;  and  awe  was  subduing  every 
one  of  them." 


mam, 


Besides  this  story,  most  generous  in 
length,  the  March  issue  features  O.  O. 
Mclntyre  writing  on  College  Cut-Ups 
in  Night    Clubs,  >         and  Jesse 

Lynch  Williams  on  ijgM  The  Car 
in  College  Life. 


oAt  oAll  Newsstands,  the  First  of  €very  SMonth 


20%     FLUNK! 

20%  of  students  were  dropped  last  year  because  of 
poor  scholarship.  N.  Y.  U.  had  the  highest  mortality 
with  30%— Yale  the  lowest  with  12%. 

Misdirected  effort  is  responsible  for  this  condition. 
Overcome  it!  Don't  waste  so  many  hours  taking  notes 
in  long  hand.  Use  the  A.  B.  C.  shorthand  system, 
based  on  Prof.  E.  L.  Thorndike's  Foundation  Vocabu- 
lary. 

Easy  to  learn,  written  with  A.  B.  C's.  not  a  strange 
symbol,  mastered  in  about  one  week — enables  you  to 
take  notes  3  times  as  fast — a  great  asset  for  scholastic 
success.  Practical  in  journalism,  business,  court  notes, 
sermons,  lectures,  research,  etc. 

Don't  waste  precious  time.  Send  for  a  complete 
course  TO-DAY!  Only  $2.00. 

A.  B.  C.  SHORTHAND  SYSTEM 

152  West  42nd  St.,  N.  Y. 

FREE  DESCRIPTIVE  BOOKLET  on  REQUEST 

Over  the  Line 

Ole:   Tillie,  vill  you  marry  me? 

Tillie:   Yaas,  Ole. 

Tillie:   Vy  don't  you  say  something  Ole1 

Ole:   Veil,  Oi  tank  Oi  say  too  much  alreddy. 

Scientists  estimate  that  there  would  be  a  20  per  cent 
increase  in  the  insane  if  sweet  corn  on  the  cob  were  to 
come  in  zig-zag  rows. 

— Octopus 


Whatever's  Newest 
Is  HERE/ 


You'll  now  want  DRESSES  of  new  soft 
shades  and  smart  style  features  for  Spring. 
Our  stocks  are  complete  for  present  and 
future  needs.  Better  values  as  low  as 
$19.75. 

Final  Clearance — Seasonable  Cloth  and 
Silk  Frocks— $5.00  up. 

Hart,  Schaffner  &  Marks  Stunning 
Spring  Coats— $37.50  up. 


INC 


C.    S.    BRECKENRIDGE.    PRES. 

1606  Chicago  Ave.  At  Davis  St. 

EVANSTON 
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A  Slogan 

A  butcher  in  a  certain  town  had  read  a  good  deal 
about  the  "Milk  from  Contented  Cows,"  and  wanting 
to  keep  up  with  the  times,  he  placed  this  sign  in  his 
window : 

"Sausages  from  Pigs  That  Died  Happy." 

— Exchange 

Servant:    "There's  a  man  to  see  you,  sir." 

Master:    "Tell  him  to  take  a  chair." 

Servant:  "He  has,  sir.  He's  taken  them  all,  and 
they're  moving  out  the  piano  now.  He's  from  the 
furniture  store." 

— Jack-O-Lantern 

Girls  are  like  final  examinations.  They  keep  a 
fellow  up  all  night  worrying  about  them,  and  then  they 
ask  the  most  foolish  questions. 

—Froth 

"Did  you  see  the  'Big  Parade'  ?" 
"No,  dammit — I  bought  a  ticket  but  the  thing  neve 
passed." 

— Virginia  Reel 

She:    "Why  won't  you  marry  me1" 
He:    "I  don't  like  your  prominent  teeth." 
She:    "That's  all  right.    In  private  I  remove  them." 

— Medley 


Chambers 
Cafe 

QUALITY  MEALS 
PROPERLY  SERVED 


Between 

the  Post  Office 

and  the 

City  Hall 

1618 

SHERMAN 

AVENUE 

EVANSTON 
ILLINOIS 


Weekly 
express  service 

4)  england  ^france 

via"The  Longest  Gangplank  in  the  World" 

The  New  ILE  de  FRANCE- — flagship  of  the 
French  Line  —  commissioned  early  in  the  summer. 
Proud — magnificent- — she  is  the  spirit  of  France  itself. 
French  to  her  very  mast  tips — the  wondrous  splendour 
of  the  decorations — the  luxury  of  the  cabins — the  service 
with  a  courtier  air — those  lavish  little  shops.  And  the 
gayety — the  verve  of  life  aboard — the  smart  cosmopol- 
itan throng — so  wholly  French — a  bit  of  Paris,  already! 
Now — with  the  de  Luxe  Liners  Paris  and  France — a 
weekly  express  service  will  begin  between  New  York, 
Plymouth,  England,  and  Havre,  the  port  of  Paris. 

France,  March  12  .   .   Paris,  Feb.  26 
He  de  Frnee,  July  2nd 

At  Havre — No  long  drawn  out  train  ride — a  dash  through  lovely, 
mellow  Normandy  —  Rouen,  of  the  spires  and  Jeanne  d'Arc 
legends — three  swift  hours  —  then  Paris — la  Ville  Lumiere  of  in- 
comparable beauties  and  gayeties  —  and  the  starting  point  to  all 
the  capitals  and  playgrounds  of  Europe. 

No  Transferring  to  Tenders  . .  down  the  Gangplank  to 
a  Waiting  Boat  Train  . .  Paris  in  Three  Hours 

Four  One-Class  Cabin  liners  direct  to  Havre.  The  New  York- Vigo- 
Bordeaux  service  —  three  Liners — to  southern  France  and  Spain. 

grvLneh  4w> 

19  State  Street,  New  York  City 

Or  any  French  Line  Agent  or  recognized  Tourist  or  Travel  Agency 
Our  illustrated  booklets  are  a  trip  in   themselves 
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A 


prime 
favorite 
on  the  campus 

IN  ANY  group  of  regular  fellows,  you'll  find 
Prince  Albert.  It  belongs.  It  speaks  the  lan- 
guage. You  get  what  we  mean  the  minute  you 
tamp  a  load  of  this  wonderful  tobacco  into  the 
bowl  of  your  jimmy-pipe  and  make  fire  with 
a  match. 

Cool  as  a  northeast  bedroom.  Sweet  as  a 
note  from  the  Girl  of  Girls.  Fragrant  as  a  wood- 
land trail.  Prince  Albert  never  bites  your  tongue 
or  parches  your  throat,  no  matter  how  fast  you 
feed  it.  You'll  smoke  pipe-load  on  pipe-load 
with  never  a  regret. 

Buy  a  tidy  red  tin  of  P.  A.  today.  Throw 
back  the  hinged  lid  and  breathe  deeply  of  that 
real  tobacco  aroma.  Then  .  .  .  tuck  a  neat 
wad  into  the  business-end  of  your  jimmy-pipe 
and  light  up.  Now  you  have  it  .  .  .  that 
taste!     That's  Prince  Albert,  Fellows! 

PRINGE  ALBERT 

— no  other  tobacco  is  like  it! 


P.  A.  i5  sold  everywhere  In 
tidy  red  tins,  pound  and  half' 
pound  tin  humidors,  and 
pound  crystal-glass  humidors 
with  sponge-moistener  top. 
And  always  with  every  bit 
of  bite  and  parch  removed  by 
the  Prince  Albert  process. 


©  1927,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco 
Company,  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


PURPLE 


PARROT 
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SAINT  LUKES  PARISH 

HINMAN  AVE.  &  LEE  ST. 
GEORGE   CRAIG   STEWART,  D.  D.— L.  H.  D. 

Daily  7:30  A.  M. 
Sundays  7:30-8:15-11-4:30 

The  Abbey  Church  of  Evanston 
All  Sittings  Free. 


Time  -  -  Time! 

Diner:    "Are    you    the   young    lady    who   took   my 
order?" 

Waitress:    "Yes,  Sir." 

Diner:    "Well,  you're  still  looking    fine.     How    are 
your  grandchildren1" 

—Bean  Pot 


Jacob  was  negotiating  a  loan  from  his  brother  Solly. 
Solly  was  willing  to  make  an  advance,  but  demanded 
9  per  cent. 

"Well,"  said  Jacob,  "I  ain't  kickin',  y'  understand, 
but  vot'll  our  poor  dear  dead  fader  say  ven  he  looks 
down  and  sees  his  son  gouging  9  per  cent  out  of  his  own 
flesh  an'  blood?" 

"Don't  you  worry  about  that,  Jacob,"  replied  the 
lender,  affably.  "From  vhere  he  is  it'll  look  like  6  per 
cent."  — Tit  Bits 

Sophisticated  maid  (trying  to  arouse  the  interest  of 
an  indifferent  Yale  Senior):  Look  out,  Johnny,  I'm 
going  to  scare  you.  (Kisses  him.)  Now,  Johnny,  you 
scare  me. 

Johnny:   Boo!  — Yale  Record 

It  used  to  be  polite  to  let  a  girl  on  a  car  first.   Now 

it's  a  treat.  „ 

— Urexerd 


Mamma  lExrijang? 

CAFETERIA 

1627  Chicago  Avenue 

Breakfast  6:45  to  8:30 
Lunch  11:15  to  1:30 
Dinner        5:15  to  7:30 


THE 

BRAEBURNS 

ARE  IN  TOWN ! 


UITS  in  the  all- 
collegiate  style — 
the  widely  spaced 
3-button  coats 
with  short  notch 
lapel.  Trousers  are  straight- 
hanging  with  20-in.  bottom. 
Accepted  everywhere  as  the 
correct  style  for  college  men. 

Come    in    and    see    the    new 
Braeburns. 


cRgasonably  '•Priced 

>4O00  'H2-50  H5-00 


E.  S. 

EHMEN 

Studio  '•Building 
1 1 ' i  block  north  of  Post  Office 

TELEPHONE    UNIVERSITY    202  1 
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SAW    IT 


THE    PURPLE    PARROT 


^QIBTMWf  JE/TIE1I^  pUIDlPILF  pjBBQJ 


FEBRUARY 

1927 


"There  y'are,  Cap,  the  gas  line's  clear  now  and  you 
ought  to  finish  your  trip  without  any  more  trouble — 
unless  you  have  a  blowout." 

"I'm  not  worrying  about  blowouts,  with  Kelly- 
Springfields  on  all  around." 


The  Quitter 

"I  don't  mind  washing  the  dishes  for  you,"  wailed 
the  henpecked  husband.  "I  don't  object  to  sweeping, 
dusting,  or  mopping  the  floors,  but  I  ain't  gonna  run 
no  ribbons  through  my  nightgown  just  to  fool  the 
baby." 

— Whirlwind 

We  understand  that  in  Jerusalem  the  exclusive 
society  set  is  known  as  the  398. 

— Punch  Bowl 

"Will  you  call  your  father  if  I  try  to  kiss  you?" 
"Yes,  but  he's  not  home." 

— Punch  Bowl 

"Wanna  see  two  cute  little  devils?" 

"Sure." 

"Well,  go  to  hell." 

— Octopus 

"Archibald!"  she  exclaimed.   "This  is  the  last  straw." 

"So  it  is,"  he  replied.    "I  guess  you'll  have  to  drink 

yours  straight  from  the  bott'e." 

(They  both  laughed  heartily.)  ,. 

J  J  — Mugivump 

A  girl  may  not  let  you,  but  it  is  a  safe  bet  that  she 
appreciates  your  wanting  to. 

— Mugwump 


^m^ 


£TT)IGHT  now  is  your  opportunity 
J\  to  get  BOSTONIANS  at  a  sav- 
Ving  of  from  15%  to  40%. 
Every  shoe  in  our  stocks  reduced 
in  price. 

$4.85      $5.85      $6.85      $7.85      $8.85 
Style    Quality    Comfort 

HL  A*  Meyer 
Shoe   Co* 

55  E.  Monroe  St.    79  W.  Randolph  St. 
103  S.  Wabash  Ave. 


I    SAW    IT    IN    THE    PURPLE    PARROT 
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For  Your  Convenience 


\T7E  HAVE  ADDED  A  COMPLETE 
ASSORTMENT  of  FURNISHINGS 
AT  REASONABLE  PRICES.  ALL  THE 
MERCHANDISE  HAS  BEEN  CARE- 
FULLY SELECTED  AND  YOU  MAY 
BE    ASSURED    OF    INDIVIDUALITY. 

THIS  DEPARTMENT  IS  UNDER  THE 
management    OF    ^Bob  Bennett. 

Our  Spring  Styles  in  Suits  and  Topcoats  are  ready 

PLACE  YOUR  ORDER  NOW  FOR  LATER  DELIVERY 


=*? 


Rexford  &  Kelder 

Largest  University  Clothiers  in  the  West 

25  Jackson  Blvd.  East 

Seventh        Floor 

CHICAQO 
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SMAKSPI'.AI?]'. 


THE  FIRST  DIFFERENT  SMOKING  TOBACCO  IN  A  GENERATION 


